hO                 TWIXT LAND AND SEA
attempts and how soon defeated1 Jacobus's boatman
was waiting- at the steps with an unusual air of readiness
He put me alongside the ship, but did not give me his
confidentlal "Good-evening, sah/' and, instead of shov-
ing off at once, remained holding by the ladder
I Ttns a thousand miles from commercial affairs, when
on the dark quarter-deck Mr Burns positively rushed
at me, stammering with excitement He had been
pacing the deck distractedly for hours awraitmg my
arrival. Just before sunset a lighter loaded with pota-
toes had come alongside with that fat ship-chandler him-
self sitting on the pile of sacks. He was now stuck im-
movable m the cabin TVhat was the meaning of it
all? Surely I did not------
"Ye&, Mr Burns, I did," I cut Mm short. He was
beginning to make gestures of despair when I stopped
that, too, by giving him the key of my desk and desiring
him, in a tone which admitted of no argument, to go
below at once, pay Mr. Jacobus's bill, and send him
out of the ship.
"I don't want to see him/' I confessed frankly,
climbing the poop-ladder. I felt extremely tired.
Dropping on the seat of the skylight, I gave myself up
to idle gazing at the lights about the quay and at the
black mass of the mountain on the south side of the
harbour I never heard Jacobus leave the ship with
every single sovereign of my ready cash in his pocket.
1 never heard anything till, a long time afterwards, Mr.
Burns, unable to contain himself any longer, intruded
upon me with his ridiculously angry lamentations at
my weakness and good nature
"Of course, there's plenty of room in the after-hatch
But they are sure to go rotten down there.    Well*   I
never heard   .    .    .   seventeen tons!   I  suppose I
must hoist in that lot first thing to-morrow morning/*